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they approached. We drew up out of pure fear. I had a
pistol in one hand and a purse in the other, to act according
to circumstances. The band were clearly in sight.. I was
encouraged by finding that they were a rather uproarious
crew. They turned out to be a company of actors travel-
ling to Cordova. There were dresses and decorations,
scenery and machinery, all on mules and donkeys: the
singers rehearsing an opera, the principal tragedian riding
on an ass, and the buffo most serious, looking as grave as
night, with a cigar, and in greater agitation than all the
rest. The women were in side-saddles like sedans, and
there were whole panniers of children. Some of the
actresses were chanting an ave, while, in more than one
instance, their waists were encircled by the brawny arm
of a more robust devotee. All this irresistibly reminded
me of Cervantes.

Mght waned, and, instead of meeting robbers, we dis-
covered that we had only lost onr way. At length we stum-
bled upon some peasants sleeping in the field amid the har-
vest, who told us that it was utterly impossible to regain our
road, and so, our steeds and ourselves being equally wearied,
we dismounted and turned our saddles into pillows.

I was roused, after a couple of hours' sound slumber, by
the rosario, a singing procession, in which the peasantry
congregate to their labours. It is most effective, full of
noble chants, and melodious responses, that break upon the
still fresh air and your fresher feelings, in a manner truly
magical. This is the country for a national novelist. The
out-door life of the natives induces a variety of most pic-
turesque manners, while their semi-civilisation makes each
district retain, with barbarous jealousy, its peculiar customs.

I heard a shot at no great distance. It was repeated. To
horse, to horse ! I roused Lausanne and Tita. It struck
me immediately that shots were interchanged. We galloped
in the direction of the sound, followed by several peasants,